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Two grand designs ; for on one side arose
The women up in wild revolt, and storm'd
At the Oppian law.    Titanic shapes, they cramm'd
The forum, and half-crush'd among the rest
A dwarf-like Cato cower'd.   On the other side
Hortensia spoke against the tax ; behind,
A train of dames : by axe and eagle sat,
With all their foreheads drawn in Roman scowls,
And half the wolf s-milk curdled in their veins,
The fierce triumvirs; and before them paused
Hortensia, pleading: angry was her face.
I saw the forms: I knew not where I was:
Strange phantoms conjured out of circumstance,
Ghosts of the fading brain, they seem'd; nor more
Sweet Ida: palm to palm she sat: the dew
Dwelt in her eyes, and softer all her shape
And rounder show'd : I moved : I sigh'd : a touch
Came round my wrist, and tears upon my hand :
Then all for languor and self-pity ran
Mine down my face, and with what life I had,
And like a flower that cannot all unfold,
So drench'd it is with tempest, to the sun,
Yet, as it may, turns toward him, I on her
Firfc my faint eyes, and utter'd whisperingly:
'If you be, what I think you, some sweet dream,
I would but ask you to fulnl yourself:
But if you be that Ida whom I knew,
I ask you nothing: only, if a dream,
Sweet dream, be perfect.    I shall die to-ni^ht.
Stoop down and seem to kiss me ere I die.
I could no more, but lay like one in trance,
That hears his burial talkjd of by his friends,
And cannot speak, nor move, nor make one sign,
But lies and dreads his doom.    She turn'd; she
paused;
She stoop'd ; and out of languor leapt a cry ;
Leapt fiery Passion from the brinks of death;